RROTffKRS, .AND A  SERMOM
Upon the water stooped an orange cloud, And the pale milky reaches flushed, as glad To wear its colours ; and the sultry air Went out to sea, and puffed the sails of ships With thymy wafts, the breath of trodden grass; It took moreover music, for across The heather belt and over pasture land Came the sweet monotone of one slow bell, And parted time into divisions rare, Whereof each morsel brought its own delight
6 They ring for service/ quoth the fisherman ; c Our parson preaches in the church to-night.'*
* And do the people go ?' my brother asked.
* Ay, Sir ; they count it mean to stay away,-He takes it so to heart.    He ?s a rare man, Our parson ; half a head above us all.*
*That rs a great gift, and notable/ said I.
6 Ay, Sir; and when he was a younger man He went out in the lifeboat very oft, Before the " Grace'of Sunderland " was wrecked He 's never been his own man since that hour ; For there were thirty men aboard of her, Anigh as close as you are now to me,